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P cricks Prince of Tyre* 

borne in a tcmpeft,whcn my mother dide,this world to me 
is a lading dorme, whirring me from my friends* 

Dion . How now Marina, why doe yow keep alone? 

How chaunce my daughter is not with you? " 

Doe not confume your bloul with forrowing, 

Haue you a nurfe of me ? Lord howyour fauours 
Changd with this vnprofitable woC: 

Comegiue meyour flowers, ere thefcamarreit, 

Walke with Leonine,t he ayre is qmcke there. 

And it perccs and iharpens the ftomackc, 

Come Leonine take her by the armc, walke with her. 

Mari. No I pray you, lie not bereaueyou of yourferuae. 

Dion* Come,comc,I louethe king your fatherland your 
felfe,with more then forraine heart, wee cuery day expect 
him here, when he (hall come and find our Paragon to all 
reports thus blafted, 

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage, blame both 
my Lord and me, that wc haue taken no care to your bed 
courfes,go I pray you, walke and be chearfull onc^againe, 
referue that excellent complexion , which did ftealc the 
eyes of yong and old. Care not for me, I can gc c home a- 
Ione# 

Mari* Wdl,IwiIlgoe,but yet I haue no defire too it# 

Dion * Come, come, I know tis good for you, walke halfc 
an houre Leonine, at the lead, remember what I haue fed. 
Lew* I warrant you Madam. 

Dion * lie leaueyou my fweetc Ladic, fora while, pray 
walke foftly,doc not hcatc your bloud, what, I mud muc 
careofyou. 

Ma.ru My thanks fweetc Madame,I$ this wind Wederlic 
that blowes ? 

Leon . Southwefh 

Mari* When I was borne the wind was North# 

Leon . Wadfo? 

M*ri. My father, as nutfe fe$, did ncucr fcarc,butcrycd 
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good fea-meg-to the Saylers, galling his kingly hands ha- 
ling ropes, andclafpingto the Mart, endured a fea that al- 
moft burft the decke. 

Leon. When was this? 

Mari. When I was borne, neuerwas waues nor winde 
more violent, and from the ladder tackle, wattles off a can- 
uas clymer,ha fesone, woltout ?and with a dropping in- 
duftrie they skip from fterne to fterne , the Boatfwaine 
whittles, and theMaittercalles and trebles their confulioa , 

Leo-,1. Come fay your prayers? 

Mari. What mcaneyou ? 

Leon, ifyourequirealittlefpaccforpraicr, I graunt it, 
pray, but bee not tedious, fortheGods arc qutekeof care, 
and I am fworne to do my workc with hatte. 

Mari. Why will you kill me? 

Leon. Tofitisfie my Ladle. 

Mari. Why would fhee haue meekild now? as lean re- 
member by my troth, I neuer did her hurt in alfmy life, I 
neucrfpakc bad worde, nordid ill turne to anieliuing crea- 
ture : Beleeuc me law, I neuer killd a Moufe, nor hurt a Fly; 

I trodevpon a wormeagainft my will, but I wept fort.How 
haue I offended, wherein my death might yecld her anie 
profit, or my life imply her any danger? 

Leon. My Commiilion is not to realon of the deed, but 
doo*t. 

Mari. You will not doo't for all the world I hope: you 
arc well fauoured, and your lookes forelhew you haue a 
gentle heart, I faw you latclie when you caught hurt in par- 
ting two that foughtrgood footh it lliewdc well in you, do 
fo now, your Ladiefeckes my lifeComc,you betweene,and 
fine poore mce the weaker. 

Leon. I am fworne and will difpatch. Enter Pirats. 

Pirat.i. Holdvillaine. 

pira. 2. A prize, a prize. 

Pirat.i. Halfe part mates, halfe part. Comelctshaue 
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